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. that Diana would put her legacy into her stocking instead of *blowing it In" on |appropriate death of cut-ups—and other that wasn't making the chickens and

Carlotta Nillson as Diana Massing-

“Diana of Dobson’s’
Morz Shopworn
ihan Shopgiriish, i
BY CHARLES DARNTOM.

“Dx.\.\'.\ of Dobson's," at the Savoy Theatre on Saturday night, only wen!

to show that une manager could make two raistakes. Any one could

see after the flrst act that Miss Cicely Hamilton's drearily British

syomantic comedy™ was not the play for an American audlence, and even
earlicr it ‘'mecame apparent that Miss Carlotta Nillson was not the actress for the
titie role.

“Diana of Dobson's" soon betraved the fact that it was more shopworn than
ehopgiriish, The sutnor's tendency to talk shiop of the Soclalistic sort was chiefly
responsible for bringlng the play to dismal failure,  Miss Hamiltoh would have
done well to inject some of the briskness of her beloved s#ffragetts movemen:

into her play, Instead, she secmed a
Bernard  Shaw in  pettlcoats--without
that  lively Soclalist's brilllancy, but

with hlg Incorrigible hablt of voielng
fdeas through conversationally Inclined

eharacters “The great Amerlcan
play"” {3 no less illusive than the great,
“labor play.'" The anthors who have

tried thelr hand at it would make a
frir sized Labor Day parade. Eng-
lish playwrights seem particularly ine
terested tn the subject—and it's not a
bad sign of the t!mes. Bhaw tried to
show the pogition of the laborer in
“Major Barbara,” but his dlalectics
merely went to one's head. Charles
Rann Kennedy In “The Servant In the
Iouse'' managed to reach the heart, If
not the head. Miss Hamilton fails to
do elther, bacause she knows a great
deal legs about playwriting than about
labor—and she seems to have a rather
foggy ldea  of both, Worse stlll, she
turns the labor quastion Into senti-
mental nonsense,

Unfoitunately for the English author,
“Girls" had taken the first blush o#*
the undressing scene and the five lit- |
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PO0R LITTLE DOGGIE '\
'L UNTIE THAT CAN

AND TAKE You HOME
WITH Mg !
SHALL

ME DUTY!
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GIVE You
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"DON'T $HOQT, OFFICER !
HERE'S ¥|000 TO
SPARE MY Dog !
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O, MR. MONK !
YOUR DOG HAS
RUINED ™y
NEW SUIT!
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NEVER M™MIilD, CLD
PAL' GO AND BUY
NMOURSELF A NICE
NEW CAR !

NEVER MIND, CARRIE '
TAKE THS AND GET
YOURSELF A NEW SUIT!

'LL KILL THAT mutr!
HE BUSTED ME TIRE'
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tle beds in the dosmlitory of the drap- |
er's shop, and eo whille there was
ordinary human interest in the corset- |
cover acting of Miss Beatrice More- |
Jand, Miss Mildred Morris and other |
vaasistants,” M!ss Nillson's bare-armed deflance of Dobson's forewoman, and
the whole Dobson establishment, for that matter, sounded more "tempernmen-l
lal"” than couragg¢ous. Diana had received a legacy Of £3X, and she was going |
o leave her little bed in tie morning to be a “lady” as long-as the money
lasted

It those flve little beds had been distributed among tlic audience after the
first act, Mr. Frchman would doubtless have made some lifelong friends. One
man snored vigorously in his orchestra chalr, but his rest was broken by a
distressed companion who nudged him from time to time, and whispered: ‘Wake
up! Here comes something." q

How any one could sleep through Mlss Ffolllott Paget's acting was a mys-
tery. Miss Paget hammered away at the part of a British matron who belleved
Diana to be a rich widow and was bent upon capturing “Mrs.’ Massingberd
for her nephew, Capt. the Hon, Victor Bretherton. Diana was climbing the 80-
elal Alps in Switzerland, and Capt. Bretherton, who was stammering through
lite on £600 a year, thought her worth while. To make this clear to the audi-
ence, his nolsy aunt hummed the ‘Merry Widow' waltz. Help!

Diana got part of her money’s worth by turning down an offer of marriage
from a self-made and self-satisfied merchant in whose shop she had once
worked. Incldentally she told him what she thought of employers who get rich
at the expense of thelr poorly pa!d employees. Then, just as she was going to|
pack her trunk and say good-by to her '‘one crowded hour of glorious life,"
Capt. Bretherton stopped her to inquire whethor she thought she could put up.
with him as a husband. But when she confessed she was only a penniless shop- |
girl he complained that she had deceived him. While he was stammering indig- |
nantly, Diana took advantage of the opportunity to tell him what ahs thought
of him. )

They next met three months later upon the Thames embankment at 8
o'clock on a foggy morning. The author brought them to the same bench. Both
were carrying the banner of the unemployed. Capt. Bretherton was out at the
toes and Diana was out at the fingers. They were romantically poverty-stricken.
The gentleman hobo explained that he had taken Diana's cruel words to heart.
Bhe had told him he was useless, that he couldn't earn his living. He had been
trying it for three months. She was right. He was n. g.

In that moment they grew closer to each other, There was no longer any
social gulf between them—only a poor old woman who needed sleep. The gen-
tleman-hobo went on to say that he still had his income. He didn't have it
with him, but he borrowed a shillng from a ‘‘bobby"” who had served under
bim, and with It bought food and drink, Diana and he grew quite jolly as they
swallowed thelr coffee and chewed thelr “doorsteps’’ (cockney for sandwiches).
And then they took a walk.

She had “‘played” rich and he had “played’” poor, The author worked it both
ways. ‘Romance” to Miss Hamilton is & very simple matter. Miss Nillson tried
very hard to enter iInto the lovely scheme, but everything was against her. She
neither looked nor acted like a girl who would spend her little fortune i{n one
wild fling. She never suggested the fun of the thing. She dldn't seem to be
having the time of her life in Switzerland, even when she had a chance to
speak her mind. Miss Lena Ashwell probably did better in London. Mliss Rose
Stahl would do better In a better play of the same kind here. Miss Stahl has
deviltry in her. Miss Nillson hasn't.

Miss Nillson has won an enviable position on the stage by her unflinching !

berd.

sincerity and her peculiarly sensitive interpretation of appealing, shrinking fem-| how I wanted them all sentenced to | the

ininity. The submerged spirit of Mrs, Elvsted, the helpless pathos of Letty, and |
the unshaken patience of Rhy in “The Three of Us' were all within her pow-
ers, But Diana {s more than a crushed shopgirl. She is & true sport—but Miss
Nillson doesn't put a drop of sporting blood into her velns. 8he makes you feal

: & month's spree. For the first time, too, affectation seems to have crept Into
‘“Miss Nillson's work.

Mr. Richard Bennett played the stammering Bretherton surprisingly well.l
He behaved Iike n gentleman {n distress, He was almost as stupld and colorless

“as the play {tself.
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You UNGRATEFUL PUP!
| W|_§H I HAD LET
THAT OFFICER
SHooT wou !

HEY! DON'T
BITE ME!
WoT ARE
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¢ Monologues

No, 25 of the Series.

Yes, Agatha, We Just
Loathe Automobiles —
Except When We're

Riding in ’'Em.

to paw the dirt
llke & he-moose at
horn - shedding
time whenever I
started in to um-
ravel about motor
bugs and epeed
maniacs and auri-
ferous automobile
bums who thought
they owned the
streets of thias
man's town, and

CLRRENCE.L CULLEN

Sing Bing or to the Fiorence Crittenton
Mlssion for life, and how I hankered to
sprinkle powered glass on their peche
Melbas 8o that they could dle the

ravings like that?

Recollect how I ueed to shake da-da
with the bunched maulles at the phut-
phut phaetons as they reeked by here,
and how I'd bark and woof-woof at 'em,

AYBE you
M remember|
how I used

5000000 0000000000000000000000000000.00000000000000000000000000000000000000

By Clarence L. Cullen.

Author.of "Tales of Ex-Tanks "

f a Mixologist
’lnd baw! around about their hogging |girl {n her arms, but what did she mean
all the pavements with thelr grease by arossing the rosd at a quarter past
glgs, and about how the people tlnt|sevcn. anyhow?
| drove 'em ought to be boarded up In' A shrivelled little old man, packing a
the bastinado box for the rest of thelr 'spade and a rake and a hoe—a gar-
naturals, and a lot more E-flat enuncia- 'dener, maybe, or some such rough stuff
tions llke that? —caused us to turn out of our trall al|
Difterent now, Dee-cidedly different Of three inches In order to keep from

now, Dorothea. This be Presidentia) 8taking him to a morgue halr out—
| the Ing den | but what right have those members of

ear, and the open season for s, |
Al o qpan : ok dopps the working classes got, anyhow, to be

T ! U - |
| I've flopped. You can't pan automo mooching along the motorists' roads?

| bilists In front of me now without get-|
‘ ' " | Trouble with you dill-lidded pedes-
MEgLRITde Jo e PobaRLL Snkke iya) trians Is that you don't know how to

think a deep-sea manatee has munched walk, You go slouching along ke &
the hook and has started to tow your lot of locoed 'longshoremen, looking
catamaran to the Canary Islands, ATOuRd’ 6P | ButoroDiloN) & .11 you're
You don't have to write out the an- afrald to dle, when you sura ought to

whack, when, as a matter of fact, you
ought to be at home in your hall
rooms, practising your violin, or writ-
Ing letters to the Fudge editor, asking
him how to succeed at literature and
If batles teeth before or after they're
weaned, and why.

Why, a couple of days ago I actu-
ally saw an ignorant, crusty-temperdd

automoblle. 1 was in the automoblle
at the time. Y'see, his hat had blown
off, right In the middle of our path in
upper Broadway, and he was just
Stovping over to pick it up, with his
back to us, when we gave hlm a little
pusiy trom the rear, severing, I belleve,
a couple of hLis suspender buttons.
That elderly man was unreasonable
eNOUgh to expect us to swerve fully

iawu; u?: f b t;h th‘. Pusie Depnrr- be juggins to it by this time that we've
;:en LML A b SE9 $18; reason. -lim |y got to dle some time. You knookers |
| RO, ‘;‘ suomebillee now: pyssif; of us motorists seem to think that we |
am nearly going to own a car. And l‘w.,m to hit you. But we don't at all,
am approximately going to drive “,wdd just as leave not hit you as not.
when 1 get it. I' won't blurt out, just | keep moving, that's all. Keep
like that, that I'm now a booster for | o' o idine off the ground. We
’ burn-the-roads Beelzebubs that 4 00 wort 1o lift you from the con-
| own the bug barouches, but we nlcked crete for a quick cash-in, because that
oft forty-two nautical knots an hour | g« gisarranges the machinery and is
down around Huntington last night in | ing on the tires; but keep out of
! an alr-cooled car, and I guess perhaps | the way, that's all.

I've noticed ever since I became an
::e‘.,:m:,:,d::mtoﬁ::? the 1049 take | automobilit—yes, Yolande, that was last

Friday week—how you people mope
We only missed by an elghth of an

two or three teet from our trall just in
order to permit him to pick up his
blown-down tent, and when he pleked
himself up he positively da-da'd his
chiucined digits at ug—sucn peevisiness,
the idea!
hat to blow off, but when it did he
ought to've let it stay where it was,
for the hat wouldn't have interfered
with automoblle tratfic, and he did.
We motorists observe that women
particularly, bhecome perturbed and
petulant when, In grazing them, we
happen to remove a little passementerie
or V-yoking or something from thelr
attire, and we sure do lament their in-
consideration, Iseult,
How's that? Oh. well,
that casting up. Carlos.

0l can can
Maybe [ did

that I'd nevar geen an automoblllst
that wore a hat bigger than a four and

along in the way of automoblles, trylng
inch a doddering old dame who was|{p make us jab you In the kidneys so

doganing across the road with a llmeltm we'll get our gear all out of

three-eighths, But that was before [
got the yeun-yen to own an automobhila,

middle-aged man shake his fist at an, |

He had no right to allow his !

say, away back a couple of weeks ago, |
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A Woman Who Is Funny

: By Special Arrangement She Writes
; I xclusively for The Evening World

i Our Public Benefactors

6*% >

o ) vou know—a man, or a wnman.y
‘ or i oklld who can get up a new
| ) riddle, or work off .an old one)

tnat has been sponged and pressed, no{
that the got-it-cheap and the slick-
and-shiny look doesn't squeal on Yyou |
| when you apring it, {8 & public ben&i
factor? It's the truth.

The other day I was perusing a hook
called ""Verse!" This verse was bullt |
Uy one of our foremost architects of |
the modern lyric, and [ shut the thing |
up, and I lald the thing down, and l1
said;

“When is o poet NOT a poet?”

Answer: “About nine-tenths of the
time."”

Uproarious laughter!

Then I tried it again, |

Why is Russia like a grape-fruit?

Because it has very bitter Jews
in it !

Crieg of, "Aln't it awful, Mabel?" and
“Hire a ball!" from the crowd,

When 18 an airship not an air- |
| ship?

When it's a wreck. ‘,
Mirth, here, should ba tactfully sub- |

'dued. The riddle 18— Kknow—wildly |
rnr..n,\'——unguv-»rnably funny, but very |
| bolsterous laughter would not be |

| counted as de rigueur at this point. The
| audience s rgquested NOT to laugh im- |
| moderately
Those who are not prepared to be |
Jjadles and gentlemen may leave their |
L noeats.
I at me resume: |
Why 1s Elinor Glyn like a quar-

tere i
Answer: She won't last lut a'

ninsite,

st having to pause agaln, but
{ v demonstratioss wre bordering on the
‘ unseemly,
| Question—Why {8 William
| nings Bryan?
Answer—He isn't.
Now, although these are rare and
priceless jewels of the rlddlemaker's
most delicate craftsmanship, although
1]
they are recherche, they are content to
| serve as a stimulug, an Inspiration to |
| those who may attempt to parallel their

Jen-

~Ay

OSEPHINE NYEL

Aristophaneses, nor Demostheneaes, bu%
we can all do our hest, We can all hand
down to posterity SOMETHING bearing
the Imprimature of our hest selves, No
one knpws what good you may do with
your Mtie riddle.

Years and vears did T flourish and
draw sweet sustenance from “\Wily does
a cuicken cross the road?”

At last some cruel being—and thero

are such—wno are always mallclously
revealing the inmost life of some une
susjecting  victim, unblushingly and
without a pang of regret at snatching
aside so ruthlessly the curtain that had
hidden this life secret from me—broke
It was so that she—yes, It

the news. !
wos o lady chicken—so that she couid
get on the other side.

Perhaps, In the Divine Law of Juse

tice, or, as our great speakers have

| gald, until they say it In thelr aleep—

perhaps IN THE LAST ANALYSI[8—
this may be proven to have been right,
To me it was one of the cruelest blows
[ have ever received. 1 have felt my-
colf falling steadlly ever since. Though
it 18 a bitter thing to face I Kknow that
[ shall never—never be the same agaln,

[Even the sunset remindg me of that
hen—but she 1s Immertal—her son never

| seta—why grieve?

Right Lere, let me say thls:

Avold shock in the case of a riddle
whenever possible,

If you have a little new riddle In 9o

|
sucelnct wit, As our own good Emer-, house that has puzzled you through tha

son says,,
star.” Q
Though your riddles may not be as
ravishingly funny as my own, do not
despalr,

We cannot all be Thucydideses, nor

“Hitch your wagen to aday, do not go to its crlb and rudely
| wake it {f the answer comes suddenly

to yoa In the night. Remembar when

| you vourselt were a cunning littla
| enlgma,
| Walt! Walt!

ALY

H. ves, vou know her just as
well as you know vour own
‘ name! |
| She's the woman who drags
her child along the street by
one arm and you have to hold vour!
breath and lock the other way for fear|
| the arm will come out of the socket. |

She's the woman who {nvariably says
spring and fall as It she had HYDRO-
PHOBIA.

Bhe's the woman who Invarlably says
the meanest thjng she can think of to
you as a matter of DUTY, narticularly
| if vou are another woman and It con-
!cerna vour looks.

She's the woman whose RETI.T™

| affects her llke PRICKLY HEAT--and
| who says THE ARMY CANTEEN!
| SHOULD BE FILLED WITH WATER

| 8he's the woman whose soul under a
microscope In the laboratory of Dr.
Baraduc would appear as an infinites|-
mally small spatter of grey-gresn, with

| dark red spots in it 1
| But GIVE HER TIME!

GIVE HER TIME.

Nobodvy would ever think to see a !t
| tle mean hard acorn that after a vrhnni
vou'd find a great generous oak grown
| out of it, and everybody grateful. ]

|
|
i
|

i The Bug-Faced Woman i

,IU

She drags her child by the arm,

Give her time!

P. S.—I mention the oak and the
acorn in this connection as they have
bheen usged so little for comparisons of
this Kkind.

1 do hate hackneved things,

A evelato A
Neto York Society

O )P o

BYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS.
Capt. Phillp Selwyn, whose wife Alixe had
@ivorced him to marry Jack Ruthven, re-
turns to New York to visit his sister and

wake up Drina.
cunning pajamas!
darling, Austin, And look at that boy

-law, Mr, . Aust § .
%ﬁ‘”ﬂ‘é’h}‘ ‘;on‘i‘ll;u‘%t ’.‘Tnm‘f'm‘}x.?:“{:‘i. with his two white bears! He's a
r‘oll_:n and four ohlldren. Selwyn has left the | corker! He's a wonder—honestly, Aus-

4 tin. As for that Josephine kid she can
(Copyright, 1907, by Robert W, Chambers.) have me on demand; I'll answer to!

voice, whistle, or hand. ®* * ¢ I say,
CHAPTER 1.

ought we to go away and leave Win-|
(Continued,)

throp's thumb in hi{s mouth?"
His Own People.

“I guess I can get It out without wak-|

ing him," whispered Gerard. A moment
USTIN sald as they reached the
nursery door: ‘“Funny thing,

later he accomplished the office, leaned
down and drew the bed-covers closer to!

A

feminine vanity—almost pathetic, Eﬂ;‘,‘}; ;’Jo"bﬁledehJ"'Sibowe"m“:33'&2?1
fen't it? ¢ * ¢ Don't make too much|,japm: “If that trained terror, - Miss/

nofse! * * * What do you think of
that palr of legs, Phil?7—and he's not
yet flve, * * * And I want to

k frankly; did you ever see
anything to bent that bunch of in-|
fants? Not .cause they're ours|

and we happen to be your own |
people’—he checked himselt and the In the hallway below they encoun-

amile faded as he laid his big ruddyltered a radlant and bewildering vision

hand on Selwyn's shoulder—‘your nwn | *Wait!ng them: Eileen, in all her,glory,|
people, Phil." Do you understand?| “Wonderfull” sald Gerard, patting the!

Palsely, finds
comes from dinner, we'll both catch it

way, we ought to have heen dressed!

In here,”

® ¢ * And If I have not veatured 101V‘5’°n:? rounded bare arm as he hurrled skirt in blissful consclousness of its Ner; he heard them in the laughing
say anything about—what has happened  PAst—"fine gown! fine girl!—but I've ®0t perfectlon, stepped backward into her confusion of youthful volces; they stole

—you understand that, too, don't you?|'® dress and so has Phillp" —
You know I'm just as loyal to you as Meant well.

Nina is—as it Is natural and fitting that, D0 You like ft, Captaln Selwyn?"
your own people should be. Only a! 28ked the glrl, turning to confront him,
man finds it diflicult to convey his—| Where he had halted. “Gerald isn't

He

Look at her in herderful lace. Of course, anybody would understand what it means to us; Gerald
Oh, but she is a know It came straight from Paris of doesn't, I'm sure.

from some other celestial reglon'——

“But it didn't!" cried the girl, de-
lighted. “It looks ft, doesn’t 1t? But
it was made by Letellier! [s there any-
thing you don't like about it, Captain
Selwyn? Anything?’

“Nothing,” he sald solemnly; "It is
as adorable as the girl inelde It, who
makes It Jook llke a Parisian importa~
tion from Paradise!”

8he colored enchantingly, and with
pretty, frank Impulse held out both
her hands to him:

“You are a dear, Captaln Selwyn! It
is my first real dinner gown and I'm

us In hero when she!quite mad about it; and somehow I

wanted the family to share my mad-

|Come on; I'll turn off the light. Any-| ness with me. Nina will—she gave i3 that mean a lot to her.” B8he turned,

to me, the dyrllng. Austin admires it,

long ago; but you Insisted on buttlng too, of course, but he doesn't notice Ars among your own people, anyhow!"

such things very closely; and Gerald
fsn't here. * * * Thank you for letting
me show it to you before | go down."

She gave both his hands a friendly
little shake and, glancing down at her

own room,
Later, while he stood at his dresser
constructing an immaculate knot In his
white tle, Nina knocked.

“Hurry, Phil! Oh, may 1 come in?

He turned on the electricity, shrank
from it, extinguished it. And for a’
long time he sat thers in the darkness |
of early morning, his unfilled plpe“
clutched In his nerveless hand.

CHAPTER 11,
A Dream Ends.

I O pick up once more and tighten
T and Kknot together the loosened

threads which represented the
unfinished record that his race had
woven into the soclal fabric of the

I've been walcning
her, and 1 know the shadow of that
dreadful tragedy falls on her more often
than Austin and I are aware of. ®* * *
|8hall I fix that tle for you, dear?
{* ® ¢ Certalnly I can; Austin won't
let & man touch him. ® * * There,
Phil. ¢ & ¢ Walt! * ¢ ¢ Now, If you
are decently grateful you'll tell me I
look well. Do I?' Really? Nonsense, [
don't look twenty; but—say It, Ppil. Ah,
that clever mald cf mrine knows some
secrets—never mind!—but Drina thinks

; f
I'm a beauty. * * * Come, dear; andimmromns was merely an automatic
thank you for being kind to Eileen. | matter for Selwyn.

One's own kin counts so much In this |y own people  had always been

world. And when a gir! nas none, ex-

| among the makers of that fabric. Into
|cept & useless brother, little things llke

part of its vast and intricate pattern
they had woven an inconspicuously
| honorable record—ochronleles of births
| and aeath and marriages, a plain mem-
tis own people! The impatient tenders | orandum of plain living, and upright
ness of his sister's words had been | gealing with their fellow men.
sounding In his ears all through the | gome public service of modeat na-
|evening. They rang out clear and In- | ¢p0 (hoy had performod, not sceking
sistent amid the gay tunrult of the dine | ¢ not ghirking; accomplishing it clean-
| ly when it was {otrusted to them.

His forefathers had been, as a rule,
,plotvsslmml men—physiclans and law-

| her hand falllng on his sleeve. 'You

into the delicate undertones of the
music to mock him; the rustling of sllk

! yers, his grandtather died under tha|
and h\lce '{fp"“d lt:mn(;.t;ho h!l‘hi heels | walls of Chapultepec Castle while|
of satin alippera echoe LRGS0 O twisting a tourniquet for a cursing

| ' |
His own people! | dragoon; an uncle remained indefinite-

h:s"-—: coming and—I thought perhaps you'd e e You ought to be downstairs wita  The scent of overheated flowers. the |}y ar Malvern Hill; an only brotuer

“Don’t say ‘sympathies!'" cut (n|b? Interested"— [us, you know. * * ¢ And it was very sudden warm breeze eddylng from a gt Montauk Polut having sickened .n
Belwyn nervously. The formal, half-patronizing compll- | gweet of you to be so nice to Eileen. |capriclous fan, the nmrourning thrill of  the trenches before Santiago.

"I wasn't golng to, confound you! ment on his tongue's tip remained there 'The child had tears In her eyes when I the violins emphasized the emphasls of |  |jjs ather's sarvices as division med-
was golng to say ‘sentiments’' I'm ursaid. He stood sllent, touched by went In. Oh, just a single d.amond drop | the words, | feal officar in Sharidan's cavalry had
sorry "l said anything. Go to the 'he faint under-ringing wistfulness In 1y each eye; your sympatay and in- | And they sounded sadder and more been, perhaps, no more devoled, no
deuce! [laughing voice that challengod his | terest did it. * * * I think the child meaningless now to him, here In hs more loyal than the serviees of thou-

Selwyn did not even delgn to glance opinion; and something within him re- misses her father on an occasion such [own room, until the monotony of their  sands of officers and troopers; and his

around at him. “You big red-pepper sponded In time:
box,” he muttered affectionately, "you‘ll'
£
AD

as this—~the beginning of !lfe—the first

"Your gown is a beauty; such won-|step out into the world. Men do not |him.

i

recurrent mockery began to unmnerve | reward was a pension offer, declineg

.

{ he

- THE' YOUNGER SET --

from

retired to his country home,
which house his daughter Nina was In mending the purely soclal strands| anything In his schemes he'll take you

married to Austin Gerard.

Mr. Selwyn, senior, continued to pay
his taxes on his father's house In
Tenth street, voted {n that district,
spent a month every year with the
Gerards, read a Republican newspa-
per, and judiclously enlirged the fam-
fly reservation in Greenwood, whither
he retired, !n due time.

The first gun of the Florida Keys
sent Selwyn's only brother from his
law office in hot haste to San Antonlo
—the first etape on his first and last
campalgn with Wood's cavalry.

That same gun interrupted Selwyn's
connection with Neergard & Co., op-

stors in lLong Island real estate;
and & year later the captalncy of-

coted num inoa Western volunteer reg- |

iment operating on the Island of Leyte,

ompleted the rupture,

L] L] .
And now he was back agaln, a
hance career ended, with option of

plcking up the severed threads--his In-
herftance at the loom—and of retying
warped and weft, and continu-

+ (he pattern according to the de~
slgns of the tufted, tinted plla-yarn
twod on by his  ancesiors before

There was nothing else to do; so he
did ft. Clivil and certaln soclal obil-
gations were mecbhanically resumed;
appeared [n his slster's pew [for
he re-enrolied

worship,

s a resident m r onca more; the
i torz of such charities as he med-!
ed with 1 tided of hig return;
remitted his dues to the varfous
puscams aad municipal or private or-
ganizations which had always expectal

He practised until his wife died, thea | support from his family.

in his ciubs

Fighting
S obbbibsd
HC was mors conservative, however,

| a0 long relaxed or severed. The var-
| fous reglsters and®lue-books recorded
his residence under ‘'dilatory domi-
clles;" he dld not subscriba to the|
opera, preferring to chance it In case |
hamony-hunger attacked him. Yule-!
|tide functions he dodged, consider- |
Ipg that his sister's days in Janua.ry‘
and attendence at other famlily for-|
malities were sufficlent,

Meanwhile he was luoking for two |
things—an apartment and a job—tns|
first energetically combated by hig im-
mediate family, |

It was rather odd—the scarclty o!f|
jobs. Of course, Austin offered him
one which Selwyn deolined at once,!
comfortably enraging his brotner-ln-i
law for nearly ten minutes.

“But what do I know about the In-
vestment of trust funds?’ demanded
Selwyn. 'You woulan't take me ‘f 1
were not your wife's brother—~and that's
nepotism."” {

Austin's harmless fury raged for|
nearly ten minutes, after which he
cheered up, relighted his ~lgar, and
resumed his dlscussion with Selwyn |
‘oncerning the merits of various boys |
sohoo|s—the victlm (n prospect being |
Billy, ‘

A lttle later, reverting to the sub-
ject of hls own enforced |dleness, Bei-
wyn sald: “I've been on the point of|
ilolng to sse Neergard—but some-
I can't guite bring mysalf to -
slinking Into hls office as a rank fall-
ure {0 one profession, to ask him It ha
has any » for me again.'

“Stuff and fancy!” growled Garard;
“i1t's all stuff and fancy about your be-
Ing Rny kind of a fallure, If you want
| to resuge with that Dutchman, go to

W
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him and say so,

If you want to invest

in fast enough. He took (n Gerald and
some twenty thousand."

Belwyn reflected: *'[ belleve I'd ga
and see Neergard If I were perfectly
sure of my personal sentiments toward
him, He's been civil enough to
me, of course, but I have always had
a curious feeling about Neergard—that
he's for ever on the edge of dolng
something douhtful’'—

"Hls business reputation is all right
He shaves the dead line ilke a safety
razor, but he's never yet cut through
{t. On principle, however, look out for
an apple-faced Dutchman with a thin
nose and no lips, Personally my feel-
ing Is this: if I've got to play games
with Jullus Neerzard, 1'd prefer to he
his partner. And so I told Gerald, By
the way''—

Austin checked himself, looked down
at his cigar, turned it over and over
several times, then continued quletly:

"By the way, I suppose Gerald is like
other young men of his age and times
—{immersed in his own affalirs—thought«

less perhaps, perhaps a trifle foolish
In the cross-country gallop after pleass
ure I was rather severe with
him about his neglect of his sister,

He ought to have come here to pay hls
respects to you, 100" ——

“Oh, don't put such notions into his
head''——

“Yes, [ willl' Insisted Austin; "hows
aver {ndifferent and thoughtless and
geltieh he Is to other peopls, he's got
ts be conslderate toward his own fam-
y. And I told him so. Have you seen
fm lately?”

“N-0,"" admitted Selwyn.

(T¢ Be Continued.)

————— i



